" French ? " I enquired.
He smiled graciously.
" Portuguese, sir/' he answered in English. " This is
the Restaurant Waldorf, of which you may have heard.
I am Portuguese, but I serve the French cuisine. There is
no better food in Lisbon. Let me have the pleasure,
Madame, of showing you to a table."
"We followed him in. He gave us a table in a corner
which was comfortably warm but not stuffy, and seeing
our eyes wandering towards a miniature bar at the further
corner of the room, he hastened away and reappeared with
a salver on which were two well-frosted wineglasses filled
with what he described as a " Cocktail Portugaise." For
a cocktail which contained neither gin nor vermouth, nor
any other herb or flavouring that was known to us, we
found it exceedingly appetising, but when I asked for the
recipe our host, to my surprise, excused himself.
" It is the cocktail of the house," he confided. " I
charge for him never. But the secret/' he concluded,
tapping the bowl of the glass, " I keep that always."
We lunched well and explored the city for several
hours. Afterwards we rested and my wife and Anna did
a little shopping. Back in the hotel the hall porter was
talking to a little old gentleman with short-cropped hair,
a kindly voice, very carefully dressed in a frock-coat of
ancient pattern, a mauve tie and patent shoes. He bowed
to me as I entered.
" It is Monsieur Oppenheim ? " he asked. " Ach,
that is good. Monsieur speaks German ? "
" Not a word, I am afraid."
" That makes no matter. I am Monsieur Helder, the
patron here. I am German, as Monsieur knows. We are
pleased to entertain an illustrious writer even though just
at present things are not too happy between our countries."
We talked for a minute or two quite amiably.
" Monsieur is very anxious," he asked, " to proceed
on his journey ?"
282